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She devoted herself entirely to her husband  and her
children.
The world hath not another (Tho' all her fairest forms are types of thee, And thou of God in thy great charity) Of such a finish'd chasten'd purity.
She had been among the beauties of the county. When she was almost eighty, a daughter, under cover of her deafness, ventured to mention the number of offers of marriage which had been made to her mother, naming twenty-four. Suddenly, to the amusement of all present, the old lady said emphatically, and quite simply, as for truth's sake, " No, my dear, twenty-five." She had a crreat sense of humour, which made her room a paradise for the children. They inherited her love of animals1 and her pity "for all wounded wings." And my father was even then a keen observer of the habits of birds and beasts and ants and bees; was "wise in winged things, and knew the ways of Nature," of which he had the true poet's love. In later life this led to an earnest study
of science.
As a boy he would reel off hundreds of lines such
as these:
When winds are east and violets blow, And slowly stalks the parson crow.
And
The quick-wing'd gnat doth make a boat Of his old husk wherewith to float To a new life! all low things range To higher! but I cannot change.
i The boys of a neighbouring village used to bring their dogs to my grandmother's windows and beat them in order to be bribed to leave off, or to induce her to buy them.